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The Hiftory of King Lear. 

and furJ-gownes hides all. Get thee olaflc eve. 9n ,m 

uy politician, feemc to Teethe thjngithou doeff not - *N * ^ CUr " 
puli off ray boot*, harder, harder, fo. ot > No,no w 

Edg. O matter and impertinency, mixt reafon in madnefT 
Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortune, take my eye, if * 
thee well enough, thy name is Glofter, thou muff ben,’ri k "° W 
came crying hither: thou knowft the firft time that we f L "m C 
sue we wade and cry. I will preach to thee,matke me ' 
Glo, Alack»alack,the day. 

W. When we are borne, wc crie that wee are , , . 
great ft age of toolcs: this a good blocke.lt were a deiicatefeT 
tagem to {boot a troope of horfe with fell.and when I h aue £ ‘ 
vpon thefe Tonnes m law,. then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill^ili. ^ k 

Enter three gentlemen, 

Gent. O here he is.lay hands vpon him firs. 

Lear. No reTcue.whata prifcner? I ameene the naturall Toole 
of Foran e . vie ,„c well, ,ou ih.Il h a., a ranfon,. I« ™ ,»i 
a Chirurgeon, I am cut to’th braines. 

Gent, You lb all hauc any thing. 

Lear. No feconds all my Telfe : why this would make a mats 

^ for sar<,tn ^"cTd'si l mi llyi ” e Au - 

• ^^^yebrauelylikeaBridegroome. What, I will bee 

louiall : Come, come, I am a King my maftcrs,kno w.you that ? 
Gent. You arc aroyall onc,and wc obey you. 

Lear. Then there* lifeint, nay if you get it you fiiall°etit 
with running. J kJ. V- ° 

n , . r°, ExttKtnfrmmmr. 

Gent. A fight moft pittifull hi the meaneft wretch, paft fpea- 
king of in a king: thou haft one daughter who redeemes nature 
from the generall curfc which twaine hath brought herto. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir. & 

Cent. Sir Ipced you,what’s your will ? 

Edg.Vo you heare ought ofa bittell toward ? 

Moft fure and vulgar, euery ones h cares 
That can diftinguilh fenfe. 

Edg. But by your fauour,how neeres the other army ? 

gent. 
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Gent. Neereand on fpced for’t, the maine deferies, 

Stands on the bourely thoughts. 

Ede. I thankeyou fir,thatsall, 

Gett. Though that the Qiieene on fpcciall caufc is heere. 

His army is mou’d on. 

EdrA thankeyou fir. , , , 

Glo. You euet gentle gods take my breath from me. 

Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me againe, 

To dye before you pleafe. 

Edg. Well pray you father. 

Gl». Now good fir what are you. 

I da. A moft poore man, made lame by fortunes blowes, 

Who by the Art ofknowneand feeling forrowes 
Am pregnant to good pitty.Giue me your hand, 

lie lcade you to fome biding. .... r . 

Gloft. Hearty thankes, the bounty and the bemzon of heauen 

to boot, to boot. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize, moft happy; that eyles head of thine 
wasfirft framed fiefih to raife my fortunes. Thou moll vnhappy 

Traitor, briefely thy Telfe remember, the lwordis out that mu.t 

deftroythee. , , , 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to t. 

Stew. Wherefore bolde pezantdarft thoufupporta pubhfht 
traytor, hence leall the infeftion of his fortune take like hold on 
thee, let gohisarme. 

Edg. Chill not let go fir without cagion. 

Stew. Let go (laue,or thou died. 

Sdg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, Ictpoorevolkepsffe: 
and chud haue beenezwaggar’d out of my life, it wold not haue 
benezolonoby avortnight:nay come not neeretlse olde man, 
keepe out chcuore ye, or ilc try whether your coftard or my bat 
be the harder, chill be plainc with you. 

Stew. Out dunghill. They fight. 

£dg. Chil pick your teeth zir.come no matter for your fomes. 



